HARVEY
spreads, which never came at midnight, because Harvey was subject to a peculiar failing of getting hungry by nine o'clock, which he justified by declaring that it required more fuel to run a big engine than a small one. I also taught him to drink tea made and served in the Russian way. Harvey supplied the alcohol-burner and the pot and I furnished the tea; and every night, just when I thought he was in the thick of his mathematics or German, he would suddenly look up and give me a significant wink. Then I would look blank and he would smile encouragingly and enlighten me further by the monosyllable "feast." If I still failed to rise to his enthusiasm, he would say " Shall we? " and before I could answer he would make a dash for the corner of the room called the kitchen, and .spread a newspaper at one end of the table, and announce in a falsetto voice that supper was served.
On Saturday afternoons, if there was no play in town that week, and Harvey did not have to go to orchestra rehearsals, we would go out on the back lot with a ball and a glove and I would revive an art I had not practised since childhood. But the ball was much harder than the kind I had known in Vaslui, and my hands would get black and blue after an hour's catching, and Harvey would laugh every time I let a "hot one" pass without making an effort to stop it, and tell me that the essential thing in becoming an American was to get toughened up. When the baseball season opened he took me with him to one of the games, and explained its
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fttd "bully."
